



Ilyaas awoke to the sound of raised voices, coming from just outside the tent she shared with Callia. It appeared that the latter was in the midst of a heated argument with someone, though Ilyaas couldn't make out who it was or what they were saying. Swearing quietly, she pulled herself out of her bedroll and winced as her feet hit the ground - she'd forgotten just how much walking around barefoot hurt. 

She considered for a moment just going back to bed and pretending she hadn't heard anything, but the voices were getting louder and she was pretty sure Callia was about to start shouting. With a sigh, she grabbed her sword and made her way outside.

"What's going on?" she asked, coming to a stop next to Callia. The other woman turned to her, eyes narrowed.

" mind my business," she snapped, before turning her attention back to the man she'd been arguing with.

Ilyaas frowned but didn't say anything, instead choosing to stand there and listen to the rest of the argument. It quickly became clear that Callia was upset about something that had happened - or, more likely, that she thought was going to happen - at the rebel camp. The man she was speaking to, on the other hand, didn't seem too concerned.

"Look, Cal, it's not a big deal," he was saying in a placating tone. "I'm sure they'll be fine."

"You don't know that!" Callia shouted. "You weren't there, you don't know what it was like!"

"I know that you're worried, but-"

"Worried?" Callia repeated, her voice laced with scorn. "I'm not worried, I'm fucking terrified. Do you have any idea what they'll do to her if they find out who she is?"

"They're not going to find out," the man said firmly. "I promise you, we'll keep her safe."

"And what if you can't?" Callia demanded. "What then? Huh?"

"Calm down," the man said, reaching out to touch her arm. Callia shook him off.

"Don't tell me to calm down!" she snapped. "You have no idea what's at stake here."

"Actually, I do," the man said, his voice taking on a